IV]

WILLIAM BOOTH'S FIRST SERMON

judge them when they failed, and just as wrong to sit idle
when-they fell. We should run, and lift them up, and help
them. Hard words would not help them; sitting still
would not 'help them; we must go and do something to
make it less hard for them to walk straight/'

She told me, too, that she heard one of his earliest
preachings in the open street. The scene was Red Lion
Square, and he was surrounded by a crowd of poor people.

" That was a very different sermon! " she exclaimed.
" He called out in his great voice that all the suffering1 and
sorrow of the world came from sin. I remember how he
said, ' Friends, I want to put a few straight questions to
your souls. Have any of you got a child at home without
shoes to its little feet ? Are your wives sitting now in dark
houses waiting for you to return, without money? Are
you going away from here to the public-house to spend on
drink money that your wives need for food and your chil-
dren for shoes?' It was all like that. And then he read
out the Wesleyan hymn which has the verse:

Misers! for you His life He paid;

Your basest crime He bore:
Drunkards! your sins on Him were laid
That you might sin no more.

I think there had never been such preaching" in the open
streets before. One of his other favourite hymns had the
verse:

Outcasts of men, to you I call,

Harlots and publicans and thieves I
He spreads His arm to embrace you all;

Sinners alone His grace receives:
No need of Him the righteous have,
He came the lost to seek and save*

I remember, too, how he was insulted, and how calmly he
bore it. Once, while he was preaching in Pump Street, a
man who had stopped to listen suddenly shouted out, shak-
ing his fist at the preacher, * You liar! you liar!' And
Will Booth just looked at him, and said in a very soft,
kindly voice, ' Friend, it was for you He died; stop, and be
saved/ He was always like that."